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ging feet scratched the floo
they took her.

We want you to be happy, dear. You're not norr
Robertson's kids. Tricia and Tracey go roller skating
and you, well you sit couped up in your bedroom writing |

She did commit the cardinal sin!

"We teach our children to do that which makes them happy‘.
but we never meant thinking creatively, philosophizing, even

analyzing." .
"It could be worse, mom, | could be out doing drugs or something.”
But she didn't get a say in the matter. After all,
a 16 year old couldn't possibly make
decisions concerning her own life,
could she?

They diagnosed her.

"She's depressed.”
"All that funny music she's been listenning to." |
"I knew we shouldn't have let her subscribe to Writer for Christmas.
Now, a phone would've been okay." .
"What | strongly suggest is that you remove all paper and writ
utensils from the house. This is an addiction, however, so you n
need to strap her down to her bed at night to avoid withdrawl
»Just think, honey, maybe then she'll be a normal kid, just

Robertsons."
"Maybe someday, she'll even find a hobby she enjoys."

The End
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oots cinnamon flavor pellets
my mechanical throat.
st, and at

~ § §Big
- Of hot taste down
- They come liquidy fa
irregular intervals.

The devoted guitar chords shoot

Through my acoustical ears-
Like bullets, driven hard toward my chest

With extreme momentum.
The harmonica sends a ,
Sharp ring through my brain, and it
Penetrates, causing my mind

To contrand and expact with every:
Powerful note.

My thoughts dance gracefully

In my head, in rhythmic tune

With every beat swimming through
The reckless ocean of my mind,
Acutely aware of my undisclosed s

enses.

-Joanna Starrels

WOULD DEATH WALK THE STREET
AS KIDS TRICK OR TREAT?

His i’\?ac:,ow cloak whirls around him
\ chill wind blows h e '

SRune 1A ows his y

Hi ’



"@zmg w;ill be arriving the day after tomoffrowf._? '_;'.F'{'f

In her dream she kneels in mud up to her ankles and
Brushing away the flat, dusty moans beyond her door
Even as we tear and beg for water.
Wait! she says,

With the desperation of a woman in search of small
: She cannot leave until the carpet comes clean.

- It used to be royal blue, she says.

There is a sudden tilt and the hissing of the earth tones i
As she is flung against the opposite wall. e

- E
SR R

::'.“ The spilled pail of her dirty water forms a bloated S

2! smile on the fioor. 4‘

* | ll

- In the wide-eyed silence the greenish light of three- thlrty o
Slips across the table to stroke her forehead.

It licks the round glass, - o

Where she neglects to notice that the goldfish has given u@ o
swimming F

~ And floats paralyzed in his bowl.

~ The rubber plants throw brown whispers down tl;, ha

the kltchen under harsh fluorescent llghts Y




And run until her house is a speck or less. B

But there is coughing,
A choking in the throat as if from mustard gas. i

Then, instead of running,

She staggers gasping back to the bedroom,

Comforting herself with her new royal blue armchajr
There is dead wood in her footsteps, 5
And her pillow sizzles beneath her ear like a poisonoys

-Jennifer Starrels




, Is mesmerize everything around th
“me with love!" A voice says : .
ke I've never heard this voi
- "Sprinkle me with glistening joy!" exclaims another.
- Sounds so potent, they possess me.
All fears...who cares where they go
At least they're gone for now.
| can feel them coming
Unfamiliar voices take over my senses
| can tell by the softening of the sounds
Voices cry out "Please, help me!"

As the shadows emerge from their hiding places
| know who you are.

"I told you not to come back!" | cried, with tears surging from my red ’ |
eyes.

Please leave me alone
| can't see you but | can feel you

They close in on me
They capture the life of everything around them.

My fears have returned, they were not gone for long.

| hear strangling

Thrashing
The sounds of rippin?, tearing of something...But | can't tell

g ’

~ Suddenly...Serene silence o L
A state of peace and tranquility » < SN
y emotions covered in this short time
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‘ E"the blue lights. L;lcking my

,d blue and seductive over Venus' shoulder.

e n't even look. y

't interested-- he WO loud, consoling Venus.

_ el 1 just isn't your color, | S?Yhao érms - ahi‘ i

B ayenits just that she doesn't have ’ P

- offers. DT L

i t the tension in David's body seems .to be

pourinlg ngljjt’ 21? t;\?g ;:25 and onto a plan: well-endowed with verdant
appendages that is cringing in the cqrneb " 5

"You always did eat your veggies, David," I murmur, smlhng.
down into my salad and thinking qf the plapts green contours. | lick
my lips again, tracing my fingers in slow circles on the seat, body
tense, eyes closed, struggling to hold my hunger in. _

Slowly | open my eyes. The lights look luscious, lashing
streaks of blue here and there on everything. The ceiling fans E
continue their whirring-- they seem aloof and immune. | resent them )
and their denial of the sensuality | am bathed in. The contrast of the
cool mechanism of the fans and my desire juxtaposed disorients me.
My companion glances upward questioningly. :

"I hunger," | respond.

"Of course you do." Just a hint of condescension, but | want to
snarl. She, too, was immune to this kind of need; she was never
hungry. | curb my unreasonable hostility and reach for my drink,
spilling ice over the table, over my lap. | am relieved, oddly-- the
ice seems very real after all of this abstraction. 5

The waiter arrives. My companion's lips move, trying to explain
about the ice. | try to look up at him, but it takes ages for my eyes to
crawl up the space to meet his. Embarassment causes them to fall
almqst immediately-- falling down beyond the salad, approaching 3
the ice | can feel myself slipping downward although my hips are
still hlngeq to the seat. The ice is rushing up towards me now,
purest wh.lte, a V\(hite larger than | am. Absolute white: then black
e‘XPA'O«des in my vision and hovers, trembling slightly, for aeons. |
struggle to withdraw from this shuddering black-- my mind prob:

Senses as if each were an individual perceptive tentacle,
deathly chill, angd burning heat-- and nothing else. The

Is S'?MY_ making me denser, turning my muscles into
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f still see it-- one exposu
vhite plague growing... 6 Soi |
I try to recover, do something practical. | cannot 1
2 chain of gravity has it secured to the ice. I drag my hand
toward my skull; they move slowly, like ancient turtles. My hor

the ice is disappearing, soothed, oddly, by the coldness. it seem

turn everything in my mind to glass, immobile, distant. | know that
inside my veins the blood is flowering into blue crystals-- | know |

am turning to ice. The violence of the air upon my back is .

diminishing. | realize that the ice takes the heat from the air into

itself to become colder... | imagine it splintering my skeleton and
fusing it with my veins to make wires to funnel energy into the ice,

My nerves arrayed like hungry mouths to drink it all in...

I 'bolt from the ice, the chain of gravity is snapped, and for an
instant the heat almost moves something, but the ice reaches up
through me and crushes it before it can form. I allow myself to ,
simply go rigid, rather than collapsing again. | turn slowly, propped
up on my hands. There is no horizon-- somewhere the fire and the ice
fuse into the same white haze.

I begin dragging myself in any direction-- | could be moving in
circles for all | know... There is a sudden pain in my eyes, like two
needles stabbing through to my brain. | suddenly had something to
focus on-- barest shadow standing out. | draw myself onward,
finally lurch to my feet on the ice smooth as glass, a mirror with a
cataract. | keep slipping, climbing to my feet, stumbling, slipping
again. | seem to be walking in place; | am no closer to my
destination. | am waiting for this thing to identify itself, remove
itself from the white haze.

It's sudenly crystal clear, and my eyes suffer another stab of
pain. It is vast, a massive configuration of elongated white forms.

At first | think it's a hand, because something is drawing me in... like
gravity, no longer between myself and the ice, but between m
and this structure... it's a skeleton, | realize suddenly. | am r
faster sliding toward this bone-ivory cage that has grown
ice. | lean back, trying uselessly to dig in my heels. A metall
resounds in the air and | fall, hard, onto my back. red fli
~ dart through me as | hear a voice sputtering
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ugh the ice coy 't neutralize jt as quick|
°9ins to take root before being Seized agajn
,,é,.jéms,tovlinger in the coin-- | wish it woul
n't ur

9 Manipulateq and te|
ise, but never com

lit to shyt
ds on SO0mething th

Pletely covers the object.
at looks like g pole.

NO point in standin :
- 'he fog expangs once again-- the coin  urges me, jubilant b
ircares S white leaden hands. The thing itself L
liliar, |ike a lost part of myself waiting"ﬁ{@ oe
| beginning to condense and be
S converge slowly, a picture com |
With metal top ang base p
! f'w@@nt\.pl{a;;stiq ‘bubble:




from my fingers as hunger unties the muscles holding it in, di

a
d by a silence, then a sound
netal. | reach in, remove my personal
t is full of dry pasta. _ o
. The air vibrates now; the fog is almost over my head
stinct speaks to me from the ice, urging me to throw my gift but

b

of pasta through my fingers. They are comforting, their sounds and
the way they feel in my hands.
| look back at the vending machine as | move away-- it seems
separate, somehow, from the ice, the air, even the bubble it
dispensed. It reminds me of the ceiling fans-- perhaps it is that
inevitable churning motion they both operate by... | spin a pasta in
my hand, watch it turn.
Below my feet, the ice is chipped, finally caving into the fire.
The fog is newly emancipated, and keeps building as my body picks
up the thrum of the air. | keep thinking | see shapes in the fog, in the
remains of the ice... a terrible recognition is growing in me. | grip
my bubble tightly, suddenly wishing for the neutral churning of the
vending machine.
The features of the restaurant drip out of the fog-- Venus and
David still engaged in their games, Desire and Desired...| turn around
fearfully. | can imagine running into myself here... | look over to
where we had been sitting and with relief find nothing. As | move
closer | see a mound of plain linguine where my companion had been.
Hunger seizes me so forcefully that for an instant | don't
recognize the feeling. | back away from the linguine, turning slowly,
wary for any stray pasta. Small mounds of it lie everywhere people
had been, like absurd tombstones. | spy a pile of shells, moist,
white-- strange membranes.
My heart is pounding; | hold my hunger in between clenched
teeth and knotted muscles. There is some other reality beneath my
hunger and the piles of pasta in place of the people... my bubble sli

to the soft pale flesh of the shells, devouring them

. A vagt
ra sauce flashes in my mind, then vanishes |

.-;Aﬁ@r-sm .

curiosity prevents it-- instead | open the bubble and sift the spirals




am still ng ] down farther and farther “fro"vr?ﬁ"tﬁ*e_

aﬂglmg Souls between my teeth. The vending machine

the bubbles inside of

"

it struggling against my hunggr fal.l"‘infg

- dragging everything with it. It is bourne higher as it scream
the terrible density of

my desire.
| feel the machine implode and the

silence it leaves behing ig 5
rend in the universe. With it gone, my hunger expands again, beyond
me, outside of me, though | am its source. | am drawn closer and"f‘{
closer to the vacuum it has made, | am sliding through. This is the :
mouth of my hunger, somewhere through that opening is the world. | 1
hear a rattle as my legs and hips slide through and | drop my bubble,
It splits, dry pasta flies at me, into my gaping mouth. | clench my (e
teeth as | am pulled through and feel bones breaking. Y
Alexis Skinner

i







-Christy Montemurro

Consonan e

Why can't | understang you
Sitting there
the storm rages on off your s
for a couple of hoyrg

dancing in the Moonlight \':\Vnt?'] f”:} thef fab'” 0
In and oyt of trees, h cheerfy

Nothing tq fear, i thiny
i'm safe inside my houyse
for a couple of hoyrg

Where e]ge will { go?

my head g Poundin
Nothing ¢q fear, i thin)

his storm will soon Ppass
in and oyt of trees,




" The more | puII
The tighter it becomes
No mercy

As | fall to the ground

Asound escapes my lips

A scream, b ek
Perhaps j RSN L
These fields of passion e
Seem to be lined
_g; - With a tremendous amount
- Of unforgiving, bitter
Vines of hate é

.

In a world where we all think

That we know what is surrounding us
There always seems to be

Something new for us to discover
Every single day

Is of blood
lasquerading as rich red wine
/eet to the pallet
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"hypocrisy-noun-The feigning ¢
feelings,or virtues which one d
not hold or possegs R

-Webg

Thank You,dear parents

For teaching me reverance for life it B
For taking me tg the farm when | was younger
And letting me Pet the cows ‘

328
Which you later fed me for dinner.

Q-
(@
*Qi/\\{dcom g

And the industrieg
They claim

Less than 100 years.

And | wonder
Will look like,




- 1 didn't mean to cook the fork.
Yes, never put utensils in the oven.
| threw back my head and cried today
| tried to explain the fraying wires

Crack...Crack...ptingg! There goes another strand
She can see the wires.

The zucchini cannot,

-Jessica Triller
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- GI@Ugh Th y
ol Re. Their egos twistin SC
- "POWER IS ALL HERE IS TO LIFE",
e 'fhés \ga"y we C\?/ould be in a state of
' ©a stained streefts of gold always Rl

! RUNNING!  When will this ever eng, Society must learn

g i . “A-TAT, RAT-A-TAT, getting | louder- RAT-
AT, RAT-A-TAT, never en IR La edaeranaglEEs

A ding rage. | feed you, you feed me- we will
never be the same. Come alive into the E

arth now you hold on me. |
scream, l yell, I try and run away. Every mile and every inch-showing the

Come on, you can beat it, COME 'ON—-
BEATIT, YOU CAN DO IT, COME ON COME-——

The voice you hear slowly dies in vain. The pain it has suffered

can't be sent away. The life you led can't be sent away. The life you led
con't be kept.

You might be sent to the time left from before. UNKNOWN-
WALKING-BRIGHT LIGHT-DARK LIGHT, Things changing fast, you don't

know where you are. It seems you never will- Is it good- Is it bad,

depends on what you see. | am the only one who knows, Please can
somebody tell me who it is inside me.

—Joe Delucas

Green Peas

There's a pea in my bellybutton
its been there for awhile
whenever I show it to someone,

it makes them wanna smile (o AT TRV 7 |
When I first put it there V62 ARG [eer it
it felt sorta funny Jm v & ,‘; gy piei




A dm e . ‘ ’ = - happy here,

=verything is so bright and

é‘ﬁtrylr‘émgleﬂ out where no flower grows,
Under the shade of an oak tree,

1 am the one and only rose.

| am pale and drained of all color,

And my head bobs to everything the wind has to say.

And no one comes to pick me,
For my thorns drive everyone away.

| see all the gay flowers,

And how | long to be like the rest,

And a tear falls down my petal,

Although to hold it back | tried my best.

"What causes your sorrow?"
Questions the Og
"l am merely a g

host in this mag
And | fear | do n

ot belong."

"Nonsense, for yo
And your long, sle
Makes you beautif
And you are just a

ur petals are
nder stem

ul and Special,
S good as them "

"Go ahead and join them

| heard the Great Oak say.
And | realized

like winter frost,

A0 nsilsi BV 85 “&I“ s

Oy oux Jivd 8

d O¥f £ 4 e ;i‘lk b §
And 'that I am alsg Part of the magi
In my own, different Wway. BrEm G of

e d o




use of what happened
think everyone knows, yet
want everyone to know

-Anonymous

Writers | Artists
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: meant éﬁly‘r v
s who are totally free, :
fo die, and dont c:

 They are the one
. They know what it means

The dark lies like a damp rag on nmy face,
Through it, a whisper of gentle breqze blows. |
Rosy-Fingered Dawn begins her swift chase, i
On the edge of night, the horizon grows. B
| search for a message in black ink space
Night closes up like a dark sad sweet rose.
-Maureen

. Pictures of you, hanging on my wall, each one so special, too

many memories to give up. .
One with the sun, bright in the distance, the wind at our feet.

We'd chosen that to guide us.

This one is my favorite, that rock...The one belonging to us and
no one else. On that rock, we spilled our hearts, and our souls, let
our feelings go, not worrying about ourselves, but rather souly about
eachother. Having your hand in mine, touched my heart.

This next one | remember most... The ocean foaming over our
feet, the sky, black behind us. Eyes closed, because we did not need
our sight to realize the real beauty in each other.

This one troubles me... In your eyes | can see you hurting, you
were reaching out for someone but that someone was not me ,Your
pleading eyes are calling out for help... But not my help Yolj told
it would all turn out alright, that time was all it wouldmt k et
the first time since we met, you r R

efused to share your thoughts with

de me feel angry, hurt, sad and so confused ..

[Not even say goodbye, and that, my friend is what hu




looking like she was on the verge of fa|

Tripp waved his hand in greeting and was about to say hi when the wind

kicked Up again causing him to get another mouthful of hair instead. Choking,
he spit it out. |

"Hi Ka'thy._" She leaned further out the window.

"What S with you? I've called your name a thousand times and you just

: 1 Zombie and | just got out of the shower and it's
freezing and all the heat's goin’ out the window..." The towei blew off her head
and her tangled wet hair tumbled down into her face.

"Man, that's just what | need. Yo Tripp, can you get that? Come on up

and have some coffee...we'll talk " She hugged the orange robe tighter around
her.

"Whatever," he shrugged and picked up the towel, now soiled with grit up
off the sidewalk. Rounding the corner of the building, he walked back to where
there were stairs to the upper apartments. Stepping up, he realized how numb
his purpled knees were from exposure to the seemingly sub-zero temperatures,
due to the holes in his ratty jeans.

Katherine's grey tabby, Creole, slipped between Tripp's feet and into the '3
apartment as he opened the door. The warm was a welcome escape from the
bitter wind.

"Is he allowed in here?" Tripp stooped to catch the cat who purred loudly
as he was rubbed behind the ears. _ ) >

"Yeah, actually he's supposed to be. |didn't know he'd been out. Sit o
down, I'll get you a cup.” Tripp tossed the towel on the counter and slumped 4
down on the sofa. He took off his jacket and laid it on the floor next to the oak :
Coffee table. Taking off his dark sunglasses he revealed even darker circles
around his tired eyes. Rubbing them, he kicked up his feet and settled back. ,
: "Hope you like it," Katherine re-entered the room with tyvg-’ ste
- Mugs, "it's cappucino. | thought I'd try somethlpg dlfferse_ngl. S:‘mélt
- across the bridge. Must be good, label says it's from Sicily.
the can at Tripp. His eyes eyes YV%F%!%,?? ang.h
"Hey, are you alright?" She snapped her fing
and leaned forward, taking a sip then sitting back é
. s T




He - floor and drink and geé
oor 'Katheﬁr‘igagus;sed her lips impatiently, €ye€ 7

a on Tripp. : i u guys broke uf
R hy fé’g",%ﬁmr%rseu through thts?k %\‘lsfs ’Sjg“;‘i& oevgr)t,hought o
. T hé‘ ‘d"né%s make your life miserable. You nf om the start! | remember, |
it ;‘sgmg cute,naive jittle toy to play a.rour;klnvgf;o'f directions. I'm not saying
was at the gallery the day you came In @ il for her...and she KNEW jti"

i it's just that you tOTa”Y fe s " o
to be T?ﬁgt%' :(?tyitth'gn_%ﬁg pS é‘: an't Wa’,ﬁt to hear the truth, it hurt too much,"she's

; i fool. I'mtoo stupid. Ever
's just me...lmasentnmeqtal . ] k.
Qi%?i%zafaéiaég’ 'm';sl'{/l:e been a mess. | can't help it, | still love her so much,

: i urpose." o ek
e d?.%s,? ;ﬁ: étoce’rs]n‘?t?? Katherine sneered, "She doesn't invité you over so

you can watch Trevor and her hang all over each other? t'S” tetsgi the’?o?sen};vgg L
, takes out her frustrations on you because you're too nice 10 g hgr)’ .h €%
| the one who's always peaches and cream to you until she gets what she =
I wants? Tripp, how can you be so stupid?"
| He was hiding beneath his hair. His voice was small,
i "You don't understand, Kathy." Katherine rolled her eyes, teeth
i clenched, |
if "She won't go out with you yet wants you all to herself! She's not stupid
1 either, she's got a knack for manipulating people to get what she wants. She
i lives for power and relishes the power she has over you. She's got you
| wrapped around her finger. And she's clever. | remember when she cheated
, Mr. Revero on those prints at the gallery. Don't you think of it as strange how
' suddenly | got fired the next day?"
’l }r(lever k%?w her to do such a thing."
"I know! That's because | never told you! | fel .
were soBhigh. You worshipped her!" 4 t bad because youg hop e&;i :
"But sometimes she'’s still so nice to me." Tri i
"You call flaunting your new boyfriend in f TP TP,
practically dedicated the last two years of his Jife
I'think not!" She hastily gulped the rest of her coffee
There was silence. Katherine looking out the
o Tripp, who stared at the floor, chewing hi
leftover leaved against




VWS

When he opened his eyes, it b
it wi : Y*=S, It was blurry. Blinking, his vision cleared and
O e disorientation waking up |ngunf|:rr\1l:ls|£nsﬁlr?glrﬁ1dd}an d F

"Gotta get going," he mumbled lethargi :
_ , L gically to the cat that was
preoccupied Wllth washing itself on top of the television. Bending down to get
his shoes he plucked ajolly rancher out of the candy dish and popped it into his

mouth.
He stood, momentarily lightheaded, and picked up his jacket.Using the

back of a brown grocery bag, he wrote a in his big clumsy handwriting:

| went home, it's late. Maybe I'll see you later, maybe | won't. Anyway,

I'll give you a call. Okay?
see ya,

Tripp

Outside, it had grown colder but the wind had died down. It was getting
dark but fot the passing lights of cars. Tripp couldn't tell if the afternoon's rest
- had done him good or not. All he knew was that he could use some more.
E He slipped the warped key into the hole and turned it, unlocking the door.
~ Pushing it forward, the key got jammed as usual, and he had to argue with it for
~ an annoying minute until it decided to come out. The apartment was black adn
he could tell by the blinking red dot across the room that there was message on

 the answering machine. He switched the light on. g
B The kitchen was a mess from his quick throwing together of food’h,e

ed dinner the night before. Di Js clingng
didn't want to know what. Turning on the hot water, he let the
some Palmolive. Gathering up a handful of st_reaky g‘las,
y button on the answering maching. A series ,Qf b
. He dropped the dishes into the suds. A
he tiny speaker. It was Cheryl. ﬂ ey

Ly
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i g'o’i:hg”insane." He stared blankly at the telept
W e R ]UST?VC;:ITB% t:)r ienfgrrr'! you thg:j v;?: rr:sgu'l'gr:gg:"gs tlg%?t"']el’ at /i
 can smile sweetly at you as I'm drap 4 Katherine's numi

ML R He grabbed the phone receiver and diale
answered on the third ring. L background b

" " t of noise in the backg - 7 o

"E:tlgsy?'?” mgr\?o‘?éaesv?;% choked. Apparently she couldn't hear him,

"HELLO?" :

"gﬁthzi, ¥:prgf She sounded delighted to hear from him. "What's up?"

"Oh. 1 don't know, " he hesitated, "Cheryl called. She wants me to go
another one of her famous parties tomorrow night. | don;t wanna go but | know|
will. | know what's gonna happen, too. I'll end up drunk and miserable...
There was a moment of silence. Then suddenly he blurted, "So why don't you
go with me? | get off work at six and can be at your place around quarter a

"Yeah, sure okay," She answered even faster so she wouldn't have ti
to lose her nerve.

"Alright, then I'll see you tomorrow."

"Alright." They both hung up so neither of them cound change their
minds. They were both surprised by this spur of the moment plan, and even
more surprised at their way of handling the situation.

_ Six-0-eight. Katherine watched the clock. She looked at herself in the
mirror ag_ain. She actually fixed her hair. She wanted to look a little impressive,
after all, it was her former employer and she kind of wanted to state the fact that
she didn't shrivel up and blow away after losing her job at the gallery. Soon
she saw headlights in the drive, and in a few minutes the doorbell rang.

She grabbed her coat and opened the do ini i s
soaked, beads of water in his hair, ) or. It was raining. Tripp was ;

a drop off hi : ;
slightly crooked teeth. P off his nose. He smiled showing

- lights fro
~ Theride to New Brunswick was quite a | '

Lmeullig 1o o N >HVR Was quite a little haul. and Trinn +

f,o,r{a change not having someone chain Sn'iokinngn the ca




"\?éah,“’ Tripp sighed in
you see her new place.”
Y “Nice?"
- "That ain't the word." RTINS
three years older than us?" ’ Sl

"Four...she's twenty-six." Y R
B "It's really something, that way of her's She’ WS
| : Bl L - ONe’s clever, | mean look at al
the m(.)ney. she's mgde. And th.lS thmg she's got going on with that stu?fy '?'treail;r
isn't pinching her piggy bank either." - i
, The stationwagon growled up th drive. As the motor w i
. ; ; : as loud, ‘
attention, and Tripp saw someone peering out from behind the bli;lds litndreW
Cheryl's third story flat. He turned to Katherine,
"Guess thery're waiting for me."
"Oh, how sweet." Katherine was sarcastic, "The party can't start without

"

you." C .
"Yeah, it's no fun until you can make someone feel like crap." He walked

around to the passenger siqe and opened the door. "Shall we go?"
"But of course.” Joking around, he took her arm in his as if they were a

couple.
Arriving at Cheryl's door, Tripp pressed the buzzer. Someone was
looking though the peephole, you could tell because it got darker. There was a
fumbling sound as the doorknob turned. It opened and there stood Trevor, a
look of surprise taking over his usual snotty expression. He grunted something
that may have been a hello and gestured for them to follow him.

Tripp and Katherine stepped into the noisy, smoke-filled room. People
were scattered around, some on chairs, some sitting on the floor watching
television. Others were chatting amongst themselves in dim corners. Tripp's
eyes followed Trevor's greying hair through the crowd over to the velvet sofa.
There she was, Cheryl, goddess almighty, Queen Bitch.

Apparently, she did not acknowledge their presence. She was too busy
impressing her friends with an Andy Warhol original she had somehow _ ar
managed to get her hands on. Trevor appraoched her and spoke something

into her ear. .
She looked over at Tripp, putting her arm around Trevor and pulling him

down next to her. She smirked cruelly, ‘ . -
"You're here." She held a glass of vodka with a slice of lemon in her

Perfectly manicured hand. Tripp opened up a bottle of Rolling Rock.

"Yeah, and | brought someone, t00." et ko
"Oh?" ' refully sculpted eyebrow. Tnpp.‘s’t_e;p;pgd clos
h?" She raised a ca y Y ked, eyes widening and

Pulling Katherine up beside him. Cherly blin der
Choked as she joltgd back, spilling her drink down her shirt an




yl stood pouting, arms ros

atherine by the hang and

| e side of the room, minglin
ving full view of what was going on.

r had his hands on her shoulders and she .
lible enough to hear over the low Conversatign
d‘tis she dging here? GET HER OUT!" She glaredr}]j

, and if only looks could kill.
- After about fifteen minutes of heated discussion With Chery -
- reluctantly made his way over to Tripp and Katherine.
i "Look," He said in his condescending tone of voice, "Chery
well and would greatly appreciate it if only her closer friends were
- Everyone else," and he nodded to Katherine, "is going to haye to le
L “Oh, well, I'm sorry to hear that. | guess we should be going
Tripp, trying not to smile. "After all, we did come together.” Ang he ¢
- loud enough so that certain sulky female could hear.
Trevor did not know what to do or say. He just king of lookeg
eyebrows at Cheryl, whose eyeliner was running in black

: rivulets dow
~ Cheeks. Tripp grabbed Katherine hand and turning on his heg

- such a great person. s . iz6d hovi
still holding her hangd.

Michelle Melcher
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~ Decides to show"h‘er

From passing clouds.
And a rainboWw paints itself meekly

over the grey dome hovering

After the sky has dried its tears.
Aalison Clark




y seconds
, becoming one
aking a river

tually the river
3eaches the bottom of the window
And is lost from sight.
Yet, as soon as the first river
Has run its course,
- Another is forming abover.
Whether this river takes
The same course as the first

Or not,
They began in the same way,

They will end in the same way.

Such is the cycle
Of Heaven's teardrops-

And mine.

_K. Shannon Bowers

Distan

"Too far," she muttered R
(unusual how the sweetness disaf

And turned to walk away from it
Thinking it o0 far

You have given
Your whole-souled

Broken by marked w
Mended by lyrical w

You alone have Ieftu['fién., 3
Forever, if ever, 3

Trembling. 1%
I-e" :_

- Jennifer Reif



never had one stay,

One that would never go Away.
One who really wanted Love.
They may say that they Love,
but all that they want is an Object.
Someone that they can reject
After playing a game

and discovering that Nothing's Changed.

I ache and grow very tired,
my joy in life has almost expired.

It's all the same, You're just another Name.

- Joe Mayer

I friggen
You fraggen

BLINDED BY VISIONS O

DANCES OF THE NIGHT

LASTING MANY HOURS
STRANGE AND WHISMICAL |
VISIONS OF YOU B

IF THE LIGHT IN MY DARKNE
WOULD SUDDENLY DISAP
AM | LEFT FOREVER IN FEAF
BLIND FAITH e
EMPTY THOUGHTS RUN RA}

IN A HOLLOW SOUL o
SLEEPFILLED DAYS
STRANGE AND WHISMICAL D

VISIONS OF YOu,

-RACHEL SE
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part inside s

r":
The many colored lights of daybreak
are leaping out from in my eyes.

| see the pain and joy SO clearly
As time races ever on.

Mia McGuire

In years hence | will look back
and see the leaves begin to fall.
The images of youth fade in me
As the days make way into forever.

& Many things lie in waiting before me,
% . An uncertain hopeful future ahead.
TR A soul struggling with today and tor

To say goodbye or hold on.

'IMY drgams are racing behing my e\
here IS not time to stop and p
s 'lt&le value of now and when.
~ Myhopeis for their meeting.

- -
- 0

g




I used to know-
inspiring ladders -
us into mystical forests of fantasy
e time never etched definite rules.
ere free
Jet ideas blow in the wind.
n they were ready,
took seed and grew roots-
uting the flowers we wanted them to

Remember orange...

don't forget,
Tt was the color of the sky
" under which we used to swing
' Like we were riding off
Into the fiery waves of sunsets.

- A swingset remains,
- silenced on the hill
is time under a grey sky
because we've grown up
everything is reality now
all our childish dreams
ve sunk into the ground,
1g with that orange-pink sun
| [ wonder...
‘had to be a color.
i o _;5 -J'- Laghih







y- 1,
-ﬁgro:un

kies w

hich accon
> | was afraid it WOUldu,lbras‘ e
r all that has hap peheed&h: b
You were my best friend. thre
hope tha_t you don't. Or’] thered IS no d
street, waiting for concert tiCketay that |
roached me with a box of Dunkin's Dtgngo on
_ Completely ex#; Munchking
the food, | get up, do ten jumping jacks usted, that
~knew ON that day that our friendship W;)a|0t cheery ang
-~ able to find the last drop of life and of ;‘1: b_e special.
me and turn it into a pool, so that | felt almness_{ _
That feeling never left me; not until you did. agaln,; .
_ It was August when you went away to college. Wn
cried a thousand tears as | watched you drive away lgo
afterward, | would look out my bedroom window at night and th
that it was alright, because somewhere in the world, ;yd;}@ o
there, looking at the same starry sky, possibly thinking 'abo??
t00. As long as | knew that, | was okay. iy
You did come home a few times, and we did keep in touch. You
were my magical friend who | could write to about all r oble!
my fears, my joys, about everything in my life. | would jt
my soul onto a piece of paper, stuff it in an envelope, anc
~ Then, you would fix everything, or so | thought. di |
| | don't know what went wrong, what happened t‘}d“%
" promised to always remain with me, in My heart, and.

R ' ise that
that i e | depend on natures promise that.
promise, like P Lo another day 10 fol |

.~ sets for the night, there will anoif tod
more light. But you cut me off, just hkeﬁ';h;féut;
ndship at the same time that r;ﬂ;e spring &

even today, | still do not know Wiy- o
All | know is that the balloogéygqigg
), attached to the bedph0§;kg : '
| Every day it shrifies =
! of these

£

TR




I LOVE RED
I LOVE BLUE

BUT MOST OF ALL | LOV.




trust me. S
ere for you because | have
been there-
are not alone in this world.
ar your screams of pain.
too cry for you.

-Thang

DIGITAL LOCK

Half in a trance,

my dark staring eyes

are fixed on the red little shape
that construct everchangmg'
on the black face of the alarr
11:3898 R
On the verge of tomorrow,
the silent solitude of m
surrounds me, '

and | wonder,




2otate above him.
 Never retreating,
Never advancing,
Always constant.
Tick-tick-tick
Of the Timer
Hammering on his skull.

Like the

Air silently rushed behind the posters
That cover the four walls

Imprisoning him in safety.

mAe want to touch you" they chant.

As they swell and recede

Synchronizing themselves with the quiet cackling

Of the timer.
The timer that holds the forbidden knowledge,

Reveling in its own
Cleverness.

"We need to touch you"
They start to break free,
?ulling away from the walls,
earing from the staples an
That bind them, g RS tope
Their non-existent whisperings converging
lnto‘ a single drowning cacophony ’
Asking the question
- "How long?"
- "How long?"
$ VR o T R

] ST l"!"::l‘:r




that comes to mind
 far behind b
pird gives true Sen'Sat‘"foﬁ L g
health and relaxation .
ht orange in that bush
that sound- that great Dig whoosh! Ao
" a Blackbird falling through the sky : ‘.IV_A.,};__#,
wonder, Why did it have to die? A -
Christy Montemurro % 4 o

g ..

fire, hot on my head
scorching the fine strands of my
| close my eyes tightly and try to
but can only gasp, as my h:
at the sky.
i try to deny that i'm burning ins

the blood in my veins-
it is diseased by poisons.
it crashes through my body and
to sputter, >
and the people of the world don't
seem to know they're in iro |

a bullet through my

it picks and prods and throbs

it lets more sunlight in
grow on. .







A time when [ limited my dreams, like a
Limits its travel to the sky.. ..

But like a bird without wings

I found myself without dreams e
Gazing into a blackened sea full of emptiness
Adrift and floating in limbo with o
Reality and what | wanted

And suddenly all the stars were gone and | had
None to wish upon.

| do not know what made them go,
But now | must linger in this starless sea.

iy
- L.'.»'l-p'ﬁ;']__'

- Alison Clark

' SHINY BLUE LOBSTERS

The idea behind shiny blue lobsters (shimmerus crestaceus)
I8 an overriding sense of not making sense. The lobsters make
4 fuss over their societal functions, and ignore most practical N
tions to their everyday problems. They seem to know that their
Upply of habitats is finite, yet this doesn't stop them from
troying their homes at timed intervals. They know that
SUmption of foodstuffs is not conductive to their health,
Y ignore the problem nonetheless. They will, at times,
Care, and even rarer are those who truly care, bu
ent lobsters. Their exsistences are empty and
for their own delusions about the lives the
€ shiny blue lobsters are destroying them
ually, and they don't seem to care.




The Dragon's
‘They come 10 ©

Alone in silver comes the in f
2 To entice the wurm to Jjoin

e can defeat the snow white lizard

| But non . ' :
K. Wuhose breath is felt like an ICY b'hzgard
| The black-eyed Dragon breathed his IC€

Knight and horse now quiet as mice

In anger now the Beast takes flight

A shadow of Death, bone-chilling white
Crush the town its evil thought

Lives destroyed and damage wrought

But all have failed and all have died
They rest in peace for all is lost
Beneath a mantle of silver frost .

_v:,'.'

% B To stop this scourge some have tried
-

- T. Jenkins
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= ' Untitled
Capaldi, Brian : (AW)
Carroll, Gabe : ~ Consonance, and then some
Clark, Alison : Untitled
Untitled
Couppas, Monique :  The White Rose
Delucas, Joe : Who are you, inside me?
Gabriel, Steven : Distance
Gaver, Ari : (AW)
Graziano, Jill : Ever on
Jenkins, T. : Ice Dragon
Ice Dragon (AW)
Larsen, Jennifer : (AW)
Leedom, Jodi : Untitled
Maureen : Italian Sonnet
Untitled
Mayer, Joe : It's All The Same
Melcher, Michele :  The All-Time Favorite
Sitting On A Park Bench (AW)
Tomorrow
Montemurro, Christy: Blackbird
Leaves
MTH : Shiny Blue Lobsters
‘ Would Death Walk The Street...
Notler, Brad : (AW)
Reif, Jennifer : Behind Misted Glass...
Rhodes, Nicole : (AW) \
mple, Rachel : Blinded By Visions of You
Green Peas
l;mbi‘bin:’g Life




Cover Artwork by Scott Blanchard
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